
Around The World the Hard Way

Trip #9, 1980 – 81.

By David Schoen, N2KK, 4S7KK, 8Q7KK, S79MC (2nd op.), J20CN, N2KK/ST2, 6T1YP 
(2nd op.), 6U0KK (Southern Sudan).

After being up all night trying to remember what I forgot, and in a state of nervous 
exhaustion, I left Los Angeles on Sunday, October 19th, 1980 on an epic 16 flight 
odyssey around the world, definitely the hard way, with an FT-901 transceiver in 
one hand, an MLA-2500 amplifier in the other, plus 2 additional carry on bags, a 
camera bag, and a shoulder bag, close to 120 lbs. I had shipped as air freight 
440 lbs. of gear the previous week directly to Sri Lanka, the first operating stop 
on my journey, hoping to be set up in time for the CQ World Wide contest on 
October 25th. The first problem had occurred just before boarding time, when Pan 
Am announced a flight delay of several hours --- and there went my direct 
connection from Hong Kong to Sri Lanka, scheduled but once a week. I knew 
too, that the next 2 flights were fully booked. I was due to arrive in Sri Lanka on 
Tuesday morning, and the contest was to start at 5:30 am local time on Saturday. 
During the lengthy refueling, we were offered the option of shifting to Japan Air 
Lines to Tokyo, which I did, struggling with my load, onto the flight. After 
overnighting in Hong Kong, and a broken FT-901 control knob in Singapore, 4 
flights in 2 days, I arrived in Colombo, Sri Lanka to be greeted by Ernest, 4S7EA, 
and Paddy, 4S7PB. It was a happy occasion for me, especially remembering a 
momentous contact with Paddy 6 years earlier, on Christmas day, 1974 from the 
heart of New York City to Sri Lanka on 80 meters, where I had hung an upside 
down Delta Loop between two 17 story buildings, with the coax running straight 
down to my shack on the tenth floor of a building in between.

I was so excited by this Christmas contact between New York City and Sri Lanka that I 
whooped and hollered and ran around the room for some minutes; now 6 years later, 
here Paddy was meeting my plane in Colombo!  It seemed as though there was 
relatively little activity on 80 from 4S7; but I was very excited at the chance to work the 
states from here, especially on 80 and 10 meters. On 10 meters, my iconic contact was 
Khule, 4S7KG, who was a frequent guest at Ernest’s house during the 2 tumultuous 
weeks that I was there. Khule was running 10 watts on 10 meters when I contacted him 
long path from California. 
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At Ernest’s house, during these 2 weeks…….firstly, the 440 lbs. of air freight, which I 
had shipped directly to Sri Lanka the week before I left – antenna tuner, 80 meter 
vertical (55’, guyed at 2 levels – packed in 3 fishing rod cases), hygain TH2 2 el. 
Tribander, in 2 fishing rod cases), matching transformer, spare parts, etc. – had 
disappeared entirely. Secondly, the 901 didn’t play, although Yaesu Hq. had 
pronounced it in tip-top condition just before I left. Since the spares could be with the 
fishes for all I knew, Ernest and other 4S7 hams spent hours working on it. Beside the 
curious fact that finals were blown and a resistor out, it appeared that one or more 
mosfets or fets were out also, and there didn’t seem to be any of those in Sri Lanka at 
that time. I began spending early mornings on 10 meters with Ernest’s TS520, my 
MLA2500 amp, and Ernest’s 2 el. Quad, getting through to the west coast at 02 – 04Z. 
Then I would trek down to the local Pan Am office to try and locate the gear, which 

luckily, after a week, was 
found to have been off-
loaded in Hong Kong. I was 
much relieved – although 
quite prematurely – as it 
would be mislaid again in 
Bangkok for four days. 
When it finally did arrive in 
Colombo I spent four 
pleasant hours chatting with 
customs professionals on 
the merits of amateur radio. 

I brought my 4S7KK license 
with me to Katuniyake 

airport; it didn’t seem to make any difference, but usually nothing helps with customs 
people.

Sri Lanka Taxi

On a trek to Pan Am to retrieve gear

Back at Ernest’s place, with spare parts 
having arrived, we began substituting 
boards on the FT901, and found that the 
rf mixer had blown; we replaced the 
mosfets, and it worked!
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The CQ contest had been fun but I was soon bored with 20 meters, having yearned to 
do a single band operation on 80 meters where I had visions of wonderful openings to 
the USA from 4S7; 20M is not my cup of tea. But the best part of the contest turned out 
to be the 10 meter long path between 04 – 07z. I was working W4-5-6-7 and W0 much 
stronger than the earlier short path opening; it was a beautiful opening indeed. But with 
Ernest’s help, I had put up a low dipole at 30’ for 80 meters, with the help of 4S7KG and 
4S7GV. I was very surprised that some of the West Coast guys could actually hear me, 
W6KUT and N6ZV among them.

    4S7GV on 160 meters

Ernest, 4S7EA
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Dinner with Jayantha

One of the very nicest friendships I made was with Jayantha, 4S7DJ, a doctor. I had 
several conversations with him on 15 meters, before arriving in Colombo. In their 
beautiful house, surrounded by servants, a most urbane setting amidst sparkling 
conversation, his wife in a fine evening gown; I was surprised that everyone ate with 
their hands! 

4S7GV helps on antenna raising day at 4S7KK

    4S7KG, Khule
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  8Q7KK, Bandos, 
Maldive Islands

The gear safe, the next 
day I left for the 
Maldives in a state of 
real excitement, for I 
felt the trip at long last, 
was finally beginning. It 
was a pleasant 45 
minute hop over some 

of the most beautiful islands in the world; 2,800 of them in fact. I was met at the airport 
by Noel, 8Q7AV, who is a pilot with the Maldives’ security forces, and who often flies the 
president of the Maldives around the islands. It was incredibly pleasant: you land on the 
airport island, take the boat to your island (in my case about 35 minutes by dhony, a big 
motorized boat with a sail, Arabic style; or 15 minutes by speedboat). We headed for 
Bandos, 10 miles away, a hotel island, recommended by John Ackley, KP2A, who had 
stayed there, and Bandos had the only 24 hour electricity that we knew of in the islands.

I set up my string bean of a vertical on the beach, about a foot from the high tide mark, 
with 14 radials, 6 going into the Indian Ocean; the Dentron MT3000a tuner at it’s base, 
(and sitting on a chair), 50 feet from my little house. I purchased a 20’ mast on Male, 
and had it ferried over. But I didn’t have a rotator, just a string on one element and 
oriented it in the general direction of where I knew the opening to be. The little TH2 did 
have surprisingly good f/b. I was facing East, and could watch the glow of the morning 
light grow brighter as I worked the east coast on 80m.

The first evening of operation with the vertical, and I knew I had a winner! A homemade 
piece of spaghetti 55’ high that sat on a wine bottle half buried in the sand (in Djibouti it 
sat on a metal roof), guyed at 2 levels with uv coated fishing twine that fit in 3 fishing rod 
cases for air freight transport, survived a monsoon the first week in the Maldives even 
though the top part of the vertical was close to horizontal.

At 1300z on the first afternoon I began hearing voices on 3789 kHz, and at 1311z, 
K6UA, Dale, came pounding through on the long path at 58. The propagation seemed 
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very geographically selective, open to just one area at a time, as the terminator line 
between nigh and day moved north up the California coast.

The next morning I was ready to go to work on 80 at 4 am local (23z) looking for the 
east coast USA. The Europeans were peaking 5x7 or so when W1FC and W1CF 
crested over them over at s9. When it was close to sunrise, the power went off for 15 
Minutes; they were changing generators! After hurried consultations later that morning, 
they agreed to changeover later in the morning each day, to my relief.

Bandos, Maldives

I had better propagation to the east coast USA than to Europe in the sunrise peak. In 
the first morning of operation I worked 58 USA stations as far west as W0. Earlier 
in the morning opening, European signals were steady, but never attained the 
peak levels of the USA opening, but were steadily readable and moderately 
strong for hours after midnight local. After working the big guns on the East 
coast, there was a big drop off in hearing ability and transmit strength. About 
20% of the reports were 57-9, and then there was a big drop off to 44 and 33 
reports. It seemed obvious that on 80 more than on any other band, except 
perhaps 160m, there was a significant difference in the antennas used, and 
therefore, receiving ability. For me, being on a small island in the middle of the 
ocean, the noise level was very low, and signals very readable. 

The next day, I was on 10m all day dishing it out well; then on 40 c.w. at 12 – 13z for 
long path to the states; and at sunset (1300z) to 80m. I made a long CQ on a very quiet 
band (although the airport control tower seemed to be on 3750 kHz.), I seemed to be so 
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far away from everything; but when I finished calling, a very solid 5 x 9 voice said 
“David???” – Yes, I replied…..thinking it was one of the stronger Asian boys. “What 
equipment are you using?” A two minute dialogue ensued with a growing amazement at 
the ease of this contact. Finally, I said “Randy, would you give me a report?”…”Yeah, 
you’re 5 x 9, 8Q7KK from W0MJ”! A solid conversation on 80 meter long path between 
Joplin, Missouri and the Maldives in the Indian Ocean – Randy and his bobtail curtain, 
and me, with my vertical on the beach – 11,500 miles away. I worked some Midwest 
guys at the proverbial 4 x 4 level, and N4KG, who was solid, but there was an 
enormous difference as always, between the DX antennas, and the local high angle 
variety, and a 5 s unit difference between Randy and other W9-0 signals. I also worked 
K0ZZ and W0SD in South Dakota on 80 long path with signals peaking a solid and very 
satisfying 5 x 5. I could sense the excitement at the other end, and I shared in this. 
Conditions were not as fabulous to the West coast, as that short but sharp Midwest 
peak, but it was in considerably longer. Dale, K6UA, in San Diego county, as always the 
dominant voice of the South,  was 5 x 9 at times, and W6KUT, Ed as well, and W6NLZ 
and W6OG from the North. In the long opening to the Pacific Northwest, W7FU and 
W6RR were the big guns, with a goodly number of excellent signals about 2 s units 
behind.

On the second and third days, I began to experience more radio problems, and was off 
the air a lot. I blew 2 boards in the FT-901, and had intermittent receiver problems, 
difficulty in loading on a particular band, and no power output at times. It was theorized 
that I had had a power surge, although I brought along a hypersil matching transformer 
made by Peter Dahl that matched a 180 – 260 volt load to 230 volts, which I watched 
carefully. It was a lifesaver, only in the Southern Sudan on some afternoons, could I not 
match the voltage.

In the Maldives on the 3rd day, there was a monsoon, and the 2 element Beam came 
down (put back up the next day), and for hours I watched, and held on to my 55’ string 
bean vertical, guyed at 2 levels with u.v. coated (against ultra-violet radiation) fishing 
twine, bending at incredible angles, almost horizontal at the top……..but it stood, resting 
insulated, on it’s empty wine bottle, a foot from the Indian Ocean.

I had induced Romesh, 8Q7AZ, who was 17 years old, and a brilliant student (who 
loved DX’ing especially 40 meters) to listen in to the west coast opening on 80m long 
path at sunset, and told him that if he liked 40m, he would love 80! Romesh and his 
father Noel, 8Q7AV are the only resident hams in the Maldives. They had been on the 
air about 9 months when I arrived. They were on the main Island Male, which is very 
crowded; 3000 islands, and more than half the population on 1 island. They’re still 
building their station, and the idea of 80 meters was brand new to them. They had just 
enough space for their 40 meter inverted vee, and their TH3 yagi for 10-15-20m. They 
operated barefoot but hoped for a small amplifier, but must be careful, as the primary 
power can fluctuate down to 160 volts between five and 10 p.m., and they were afraid to 
overload the already overloaded transformer on the power pole in front of the house. 
Romesh got up a shortened long wire for 80m, fed into a random wire tuner I had 
loaned him, and he listened to the west coast long path. We talked about verticals on 
the low bands. Bandos Island, 10 miles away, where I was, had its own generators, 24 
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hours a day, and there were times when I was on the air, but Romesh and Noel could 
not be active. We gathered together one day for a picnic, the entire ham population of 
the Maldives, and talked ‘Radio’. I did meet a German dive master who had a radio 
license, but he had no time to operate.

The next to last day of my stay was marred by the amplifier blowing up, plunging 
Bandos resort into darkness for a short time. Just 3 days before, I had blown the 
antenna tuner by hot switching the band selector switch with power being applied; this is 
what you do after 24 straight hours of operation. I was so tired, and trying to move so 
fast!

My next problem in leaving and going to Djibouti via the Seychelles was three plane 
changes in over two days in order to be ready for the CQ world wide contest. If I missed 
a flight, I could have been a week late, and I had to coordinate my 440 lbs. of air freight, 
and get it on the same flight as me.  It was disappointing to leave the Maldives feeling 
there was work still to be done, but finally I had everything worked out to arrive on 2 am 
local time on Monday morning, 5 days before the contest, with an amplifier and antenna 
tuner to be repaired.

I arrived in Seychelles having missed my connection to Djibouti by one hour, but 
fortunately British Airways put me up in a nice hotel, and with my equipment safely in 
bond, I began my search for S79 hams.

Seychelles is the other paradise, thinking of the Maldives, more lush, more 
mountainous, (solid granite, not an atoll), more humid, and at that time, socialist. As far 
as I could see, there were 4 active amateur radio operators. S79WHW, Bill an 
energetic, friendly 79 year old, originally from New York; Major Bob Carragher, ex-
MP4BCC; and Ray, S79RD, at the tracking station, whom I did not meet, were the ham 
population of Seychelles when I was there.  I had 3 days before the Djibouti flight, so I 
headed to Beau Vallon to see Bob, S79MC, and his fine station, and was lucky enough 
to do some operating on 10 meters, which was wide open to the states. The next day 
was spent at S79WildHorseWilly’s qth , and I had the chance to learn about life in 
Seychelles, and meet Bill’s family, his wife, and 5 daughters.

Then it was on to Djibouti, 
and another minor miracle, 
being met by J28AZ, Pierre, 
who was a Mercedes 
dealer, and who brought a 
sizable truck for my air 
freight.

Pierre loved 20 meters, and 
hung out at 14106 khz, In 
the ’French community of 
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nations’ radio net. But right away, bad news – Pierre had asked me, and I had 
accepted, previously to be the 40/80 meter operator on their upcoming Abu Ail 
expedition in the Red Sea. Now his first words were “You cannot go, I am sorry, K6LPL 
(the financial backer) has telephoned me, and said, anyone but N2KK!”

A ham from the Ivory Coast was chosen instead. The whole thing is still a mystery to 
me.

J28AA, Hassan, the minister of telecommunications, who was in Geneva when I arrived, 
had left a radio license for me, but it was J20CN, instead of the desired J20KK, but to 
argue the point meant waiting 2 weeks for Hassan to return, or operate as J20CN, so I 
operated. My choice of an operating location was the La Siesta hotel, on a long narrow 
peninsula, surrounded by the Red Sea on 3 sides, 5 stories high and 60 feet from the 
sea. I bought a mast for the TH2, put the 55’ vertical up, with the help of someone 
pulling on a guy line, while I pushed the vertical up, resting on it’s customary wine bottle, 
on the reinforced metal roof. A few days later, in the middle of the night, and an 80 
meter stateside opening, the vertical hit the deck with a thump, and I raced up the stairs 
(I had a key to the roof), and righted the vertical quickly, and got back to the pileup.

My location was 3 miles from the Somali frontier, and a bit sensitive, it seems. I 
remember the inquiring eyes when I stood on the roof, putting up antennas; a similar 
feeling occurred when I put the vertical up in Yemen.  Initially, I had to request the 
assistant minister of telecom to come over, and assure the hotel owner, a native Somali, 
that all was well, and I could put up antennas.

In the twilight of the first day of operation on 80m after the contest, I laid out the radials 
of the vertical on the roof, and went downstairs, and listened to the atmospheric noise 
on 3789 kHz., then the unofficial long path frequency, and for a few minutes, the s 
meter was at zero as I watched the color in the sky at sunset. My sunset in Djibouti was 
1437z, and Los Angeles area sunrise was 1455z, so we had about a 20 minute delta, 
more or less. Northern California had sunrise about 1530z, and the northwest and 
British Columbia would be in until 1600z. After a few minutes of peaceful white noise, I 
began to hear the murmur of a voice rising out of the noise – which grew steadily louder 
during a long CQ. The ‘s’ meter was over s9, and the voice was familiar! “Hey, Pete”, I 
said. “Oh, hi David, where are you?” So much for the black hole of zone 37, this never 
seemed to be heard on the west coast. Pete Dalton, W6NLZ, gave me a ‘59’ report; I 
hope he meant it! I didn’t have this kind of propagation from the Maldives, and now I 
was 2000 miles further west – but I was right on the terminator line between night and 
day (so called gray line propagation) – the magic tunnel. Herick, FR0FLO, on the island 
of Reunion in the Indian ocean, and a great 80 meter man with ‘big ears’ couldn’t hear 
the west coast stations I was rag chewing with, as he was not on the gray line. Paul, 
VS6DO, in Hong Kong, could hear me well, and the west coast stations, at the same 
time.

On the 2nd afternoon, Steve, AA6AA, interrupted Clint, W6OG, and said, “Well, he’s not 
very strong with me, I don’t know if I can make it!” And I thought, “Come on, Steve, give 
me the numbers, I hear you fine!” Finally, Steve gave me a 3 x 4, and I gave him a 5 x 
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7. This was Steve’s 200th zone for 5BWAZ (5 band Worked All Zones, a prized award), 
and I believe he was number 1. Many more were to follow.

 On Sunday, the second morning of the CQ WW contest, Andre Thibault, J28BJ, kindly 
brought the repaired MLA2500 amp over to the hotel, and stated that the problem was 
salt crystals (a salt encrustation) that caused the amp to fail. 3 weeks on the beach in 
the Maldives with an open window, did it. It was great not to be barefoot anymore!

Later on, with the amp back, reports were 3 s units better, and AA6AA, Sam, W6TSQ, 
W6GO all gave 57s. Every day, west coast USA and Canada were in solid – W6, W7, 
VE7 were more dependable than the short path to the east coast. I ended up with 89 
W6-7 and 2 KL7s on 80 long path.

The QRM on the short path, 01 – 04z, was intense, but I had some mornings when I 
worked over 100 USA stations on 80 short path. At sunrise, I was always trying to get 
as far west as I could. Now, I managed contacts with K0ZZ and W0SD in South Dakota, 
and had 20 W0s in the log. The W5s were even stronger, being more southerly. In 
Djibouti, when operating on the then USSR frequency, 3640khz, I had the pleasure of 
working with UM8 and UJ8 emcees helping with all the Russian speaking stations, all 
eager to work DX, many of them low power stations, and many new hams. I particularly 
remember Constantine, UI8ZAC, who has a delta loop on 80m, and who only works 80 
and 10 meters. Then there is Willy, UA9CBO, a great operator who knows the band 
very well. These are two outstanding Asian signals.

One morning J20/a on Abu Ail showed up, but was inaudible even in Europe, and could 
not make any contacts in North America, though I tried to help them through. There was 
a problem with their antenna……..

Next, I headed to Yemen, with a fair amount of trepidation. I had heard in Djibouti how 
wild it was there, and I had no contacts with anyone there, and no one was on the air 
from Yemen either. I had a nagging fear that I could lose the radio gear, but went ahead 
anyway. The plane landed in South Yemen first, in Aden, and I had a chance to see 
dozens of Mig aircraft surrounding the airfield, older models, with a big red star on them; 
a more forbidding place than Sana’a in North Yemen, where I was headed.

When we landed in Sana’a, I was amazed that parts of the town had a distinctly 
medieval look about it; a whitewashed 13th century town, filled with tall white spires, 
surrounded by high craggy peaks, and the town itself at 7000 feet. I was the last one off 
the plane, and all 13 pieces of luggage in the baggage carousel belonged to me, as I 
stumbled forward with 4 pieces of carry on luggage. I noticed that all the soldiers and 
the customs men were watching me. They waited silently as I approached, and as the 
short customs supervisor with a sword at his waist extended his arm, and said “Hello, I 
am Mustafa”, the circle of teen aged soldiers collapsed around us. One soldier with an 
AK47 appeared to be about 11 years old. The customs people were polite, but the 
soldiers were not, and they crowded around Mustafa and I, as Mustafa, very friendly, 
shook my hand vigorously, and began explaining that I must have one of the ministries 
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call in order to release the radio gear. I took my camera gear, antennas, and clothing, 
and headed for Sana’a.

Every man in sight had a machine gun slung over his shoulder, a sword and dagger at 
his waist, and often a pistol as well. The swords were long and curved with jewel 
encrusted handles, and an unremitting cacophony of noise as millions of motorcycles 
with 2 typically armed men aboard each sped around the streets, weaving in and out of 
traffic. The women were clad in black from head to foot, only hands and feet showing. 
The driver of my Mercedes taxi, who had a machine gun and sword on the seat beside 
him, urged me not to attempt to photograph any women – “bad things will happen”, he 
said, as we sped off to the Al Hamd hotel, palace of the last king of Yemen who was 
overthrown in 1962. The hotel was 6 stories high, higher than anything around it, a good 
place for antennas. My new head cold, picked up in Djibouti, now bothered me in the 
higher altitude and chill of Sana’a.

First thing next morning, I headed for the telecom building to see Mr. Al-Ainsi, the 
minister of telecommunications; my Mercedes taxi was waiting for me, he was very 
helpful, liking American dollars in the extreme. The telecom building was 4 stories high 
with hundreds of men in turbans with their swords clanking, milling around in organized 
mass confusion. None of the doors were marked, so it took me awhile to find Mr. Al 
Ainsi’s office. As I walked through his door, strong arms reached out, and stopped my 
forward progress. 2 guards stood inside his door, the Arabic version of an urban SWAT 
team. I waited for about half an hour, being served fine Yemeni coffee in the interim. I 
was the only non-Yemeni I could see. When I was granted an audience with Mr. Al-
Ainsi, he seemed perplexed about the prospect of a radio license “We don’t have it 
here”, he said. Then I told him that all my equipment was stuck at the airport; this 
understood, he called the customs people, and ordered everything released. I pleaded 
again for a radio license, and it ended up that I was sent to a Mr. Adadi, who was head 
of the frequency management office, who allocates frequencies for all radio and telecom 
services in Yemen. I would have taken a fixed frequency allocation at that point; 
anything to get on the air. Mr. Adadi showed me a stack of papers, hundreds of 
requests for Yemeni radio licenses, and said the government was not against amateur 
radio, they just didn’t have it yet! It was, however, under the consideration of the 
president of Yemen……….It was to be not until May, 2006 that a legal amateur radio 
operation took place on the island of Socotra, in Yemeni territory.  I was disappointed, 
as I wanted to get on the air so badly. After an early lunch with these two gentlemen, I 
headed to the airport to pick up my stuff. I cleared my airfreight, but the transceiver and 
amplifier weren’t there, and I was directed down a long dusty hallway, to an office, 
where I spotted my radios standing against a desk. I sat down, as no one was there, 
and waited for awhile, and when no one showed, simply picked up my gear, and left. 
Back in Sana’a I set everything up anyway, and said hello to a few friends on the air, but 
not having a license, I couldn’t give a call sign, and didn’t stay on very long. The next 
day, I saw Mr. Al-Ainsi and Mr. Adadi again, and gained an introduction to the Interior 
Minister, and introduced myself as a photographer who was interested in Yemen in 
terms of travel and tourism. Mr. Adadi asked me if I was happy using my radio, and I 
realized that they expected me to operate, despite the lack of a license! But the 
prospect of working thousands of stations, and it not counting as legitimate, kept me 
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from opening up in full force. I had wanted to go to the Marib, and photograph the 
archaeological ruins there, but I was warned away by the ‘unsafe conditions’ there.

The day before I left, I met with the minister of information in hopes of being invited back 
as a photographer. It raised my hopes, and I planned to contact the minister of 
information from Paris, and talking further. But several months later, after arriving in 
Paris, in the International Herald Tribune, page 5, was the story “Yemeni Minister 
Assassinated.” It mentioned that his car had been attacked just outside Sana’a, and 
filled with bullet holes. I tore up his business card, and threw it away. Coincidentally, the 
first week back in Los Angeles, I read a story about 2 Americans just being released 
from one and a half years in Yemeni prisons --- and they had been tortured. I shook my 
head, unable to fathom what happened. I had been in Yemen with radio transmitters, 
antennas, cameras – and I had been treated politely. There was an English language 
weekly in Yemen, and when I was in Sana’a the headline was regarding the death of 
John Lennon in New York. There was also a story about a European woman whose 
skirts were too short being quickly ejected from Yemen that same week.

The Sudan Airways 
flight to Khartoum was 
8 hours late, and I 
knew that Gunther, 
DF3NZ/ST2 would 
have not waited that 
long for me. I needed 
time to organize my air 
freight anyway, and the 
3 taxis it took to get my 
menagerie on the road.

I finally arrived at 11 
p.m. local, with the 

transceiver in one hand, and my amplifier in the other, plus 2 additional carry on bags, 
and met a very sleepy customs agent all by himself, no troops this time. He wanted me 
to leave the radios at customs, but could not find the proper receipt forms, so I told him I 
would return tomorrow. He went back to sleep. I stepped over and around all the many 
sleeping souls at the airport, and ecstatically hailed a taxi, exultant to be in the Sudan at 
last.

I headed for the Green Village hotel on the banks of the Nile, a good place to run my 
antenna radials into the water, and chose room 34 for symbolic reasons. N2KK/ST2 
would soon be on the air!

The following morning, I sought out Gunther, DF3NZ/ST2, at his office at the River 
Transport Corporation on the Nile. We had dinner together that night, and talked about 
amateur radio for a long time. Steve, DJ1US/ST3, had just closed down in Wad Medani, 
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about a hundred miles from Khartoum, and was leaving the Sudan. Steve was a solid 
c.w. operator, and several of us had managed a contact with him, on 80 c.w. from 
California. Wad Medani was also the home town of Dr. Sid, ST2SA.

Peter, DK5BD/ST2 whom I was shortly to meet, is active on 10-15-20 meters with a 
tribander, and is very active on RTTY. Gunther had just gotten his shortened vertical 
going on 40 meters, with good results. My idea of working the states nightly on 80m 
seemed a bit bizarre to him.

Gunther had arranged for me to meet Dr. Sid (Sidi Ben Mohammed), an optometrist 
who was close to the government, and the unofficial amateur radio ambassador in the 
Sudan. I needed his assent in order to operate. Dr. Sid, like everyone else in the Sudan, 
is not officially licensed, but without verbal permission, it would be a dangerous 
situation, even though quasi-legal. There had never been an amateur radio license 
issued in the Sudan. The Sudan is very aware it exists and tolerates it, but does not 
issue radio licenses. Peter, DK5BD/ST2 lives next door to the Interior Minister, and his 
tower and antenna is clearly visible. Dr. Sid said he has fought for 25 years to change 
the situation but is made difficult by an innate fear of radio transmitting, associating it 
with troop movements and coup d’états. 3 times in those 25 years, Dr. Sid’s equipment 
was taken from him. His idea of biting humor was his advice to take a 2 meter handheld 
to the airport, walk around speaking into the mike, and see how long it took the army to 
react. “They’ll shoot you” he said, “Because it is always the first step in a coup.”

Next morning, the air freight arrived, and it was a seminal moment in my trip to clear 
everything through customs in the Sudan. There were hundreds of people crowding 
around at customs waving papers, and shouting. Impossible! I thought. After 10 or so 
helpless minutes, a small boy, about 10 years old, tugged at my jacket, and said “You 
need help? I can help!” I don’t know why, but after a minuscule hesitation, I gave 2 $5 
bills, and followed him to a small unguarded side door. He gave a $5 bill to someone, 
and motioned for me to follow him. Inside I was introduced to a customs supervisor, and 
instructed to give him a memento of my gratitude, which I did, and signed his receipt 
book. “Welcome to the Sudan” he said. 

My radios in place, the antennas up, and my 2nd evening in Khartoum, I went to a 
meeting in the Youth Palace in Omdurman, about 10 miles away, chaired by Dr. Sid --- 
(see photo) and the of radio 6T1YP.

Gunther had advised me that after I met Dr. Sid and obtained his blessing, I could open 
up and start operating. At the meeting, was Dr. Sid, myself, Gunther, Peter, and Fadul, 
ST2FF, who was manager of technical services at the youth palace. In Fadul’s office 
was an FT7-B transceiver with the TH6DXX antenna on the roof of the 6 story youth 
palace. This was put up in June 1980 by Marty, OH2BH, during his visit. It was soon 
evident that Fadul knew little or nothing about radio.

Dr Sid who ran the meeting, asked me, “What are you prepared to do for Amateur 
Radio in this country?” He wanted subscriptions 3 or 4 radio magazines for the Youth 
Palace. I agreed. “Good, you can operate”. A German fellow was discussed at the 
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meeting, who was a 
technical teacher, 
but was not 
attending the 
informal monthly 
meetings, and not 
contributing the 
one-day-a-week 
mandatory 
contribution of time 
to the Youth 
Palace. Dr. Sid 
pointedly said “Tell 
him to contribute or 
we’ll take him off 
the air!” After the 
meeting, we were 
introduced to a 
class of about 20 
youths who were 
learning Morse 

code avidly, and I operated 6T1YP (the club station) for half an hour, 7:30 to 8 local 
time, getting a good pileup going, until they turned the lights off and went home.

The Omdurman meeting – left to right - Gunther, DF3NZ/ST2, (unknown), Peter, DK5BD/ST2, David, 
N2KK/ST2, Fadul, ST2FF, and Dr. Sid, ST2SA.

Everyone seemed to be nervous about what they termed the “OH2BH problem”. Marty 
had been in Omdurman using the club call, and then in the Southern Sudan using 
Fadul’s call sign as ST2FF/ST0. He had put the beam up in Omdurman as well. But he 
had pictured a starving child on the face of his qsl card. It distinctly reminded me of 
Biafra. Marty was in Juba for 4 days, at the Juba Hotel, making some 4000 qsos. What 
was worse was the commentary on the reverse of the qsl card, alluding to the valiant 
efforts of the people of the South in their struggle against the dictatorship of the North. 
There was also further talk of disease, malnutrition, and starvation. All perfectly true, but 
Dr. Sid said “If the government here ever sees this qsl card, we are all in jail, and no 
amateur radio will exist here for 20 years.” Gunther and Peter agreed rather 
emphatically. The North and South have a tenuous, fragile peace after a bloody 17 year 
civil war, with sporadic outbreaks of hostilities.
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There were hundreds of UN personnel and aid workers in the Southern Sudan, working 
hard under difficult conditions, under sporadic war conditions.  There are 2 kinds of 
vehicles there, land rovers for aid workers, and Mercedes for the big muckymucks.

During my stay in Khartoum, there were new oil discoveries in the South, and talk about 
moving the border between the two, thereby putting the new oilfields in Northern 
territory. This certainly adds to the tensions there.

Gunther wrote a letter to Marty asking that he not publish any stories of starvation and 
political commentary because all the radio amateurs in the Sudan were in a tenuous 
position. Gunther received no answer.

The following afternoon I operated 10 meters from Dr. Sid’s shack, adjacent to his 
bedroom at home. I worked about 500 USA stations, lots and lots of west coast, for 
hours on end. They were weak but perfectly audible, not moving the S meter. When I 
left at 10 pm, Dr. Sid and his wife were sound asleep. I went Back to my station in the 
little hut at the Green Village hotel on the banks of the Nile, and throughout the night, on 
80 meters, I worked 300 stations: 66 JA’s, 75 W’s, and many Europeans. I had my first 
long path to the west coast at 1530z the next afternoon, and now it was really difficult to 
reach Southern California – It was a negative delta, as my sunset in Khartoum was after 
their sunrise by 30 minutes or so. I did have a solid opening to Northern California, 
Oregon, Washington, and British Columbia though, and surprisingly squeaked out 
several contacts with a few weak Southern California stations. I made contact with 
N6ZV, AA6AA, K6SSS, W6OG, and W6TSQ among others, all much harder than from 
Djibouti, which was a gray line pipeline. Now from Khartoum, It was voices at or near 
the noise level. How I missed the gray line pipeline now – that tunnel like effect that 
makes everyone loud no matter the distances involved.

After 4 more productive days from Khartoum, I was ready for the Southern Sudan. I had 
talked several times to Frosty, K5LBU/ST0 in Juba through his daily radio link with 
USAID in Khartoum, and he was expecting me to arrive. Frosty was an avid ham, and 
his job was landing missionary aircraft via radio.  This was supposedly quiescent period 
between many years of warfare in the south. 

On Sunday morning I went to Sudan Airways to make air freight arrangements for my 
Monday morning flight to Juba only to discover that they were 4 months behind in their 
‘emergency’ shipments to the south --- piles of perishable foodstuffs for UN projects  
just piled up in their ramshackle ‘terminal’ awaiting shipment. Furthermore, I was aware 
that was no overweight allowance permitted on the already full flight because of 
emergency conditions imposed. I was stuck. Finally I decided to pare everything down 
to the barest essentials. No little yagi antenna for the high bands; no clothing, other than 
what I was wearing. I did bring my hypersil matching transformer, the 55’ ‘string bean’ 
vertical in its 3 fishing rod cases, coax, log books, spare parts, and in a nod to civilized 
norms, I brought underwear and socks. My transceiver and amplifier on each arm, plus 
a camera bag, and backpack, constituted my carry on luggage. I left stuff with Gunther 
for safekeeping, and headed for the airport, bemused as I watched everyone ahead of 
me check their weapons. I was still 40 pounds overweight, and begged and pleaded, 
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finally was allowed to get everything on the plane for a small surcharge. Elated, I was 
finally on my way to the Southern Sudan!

Partway to Juba, it was 
announced that, due to unsettled conditions in the south, all further flights in and out of 
Juba were cancelled until further notice; and that the aircraft would not be turning off it’s 
engines, but would give passengers who wished to disembark the opportunity to 
deplane, and would be going on to Kenya, for those with connecting flights. When we 
landed, 4 passengers disembarked, and I pointed out my luggage in the cargo hold, and 
luckily, it was tossed on the tarmac minutes before the plane began to rev it’s engines, 
and turn back down the runway for takeoff. I managed to push, pull, and carry 
everything to the edge of the tarmac, and I sat on my stuff, exhausted, I became aware 
of all the tanks encircling the runway itself, and realized I was quite alone, unaware of 
what happened to the other passengers. A few minutes later, I was approached by an 
army officer who informed me that anyone at the airport after dark would be shot on 
sight. I asked how long I had until sunset, and was told “less than an hour”. I kept 
hoping that Frosty would show, sooner rather than later, and with the sun down, on a 
put-put motor scooter arrived Frosty. I balanced precariously on the back of the scooter, 
leaning forward, unable to grasp anything. We bumped our way down the dirt road to 
the Juba Hotel…….Culturally I was in a distinctly different world. Khartoum, Arabic and 
Muslim, and now in the Southern Sudan, I was in black Africa, largely animist, and 
against the tyranny of the North. They wanted no part of the forced marriage with 
Khartoum.

I had had no idea of where to stay, but Frosty took me to the Juba hotel, where Marty, 
OH2BH, had stayed in June, 1980, for 4 days. I was under the impression that the Juba 
Hotel was the only habitable hotel there; but with its dirt floors, and small prison camp 
style bungalows, it belied it’s nickname of “Juba Hilton”. Rusty brownish red water 
flowed from the bathtub, and the voltage dipped below 180 volts in the afternoon, which 
I could not match, and I was unable to use the amplifier at all.
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Within the hour my 55’ vertical was up, and “6U0KK, Southern Sudan” was on the air. 
Even then, it was considered a separate country, by radio standards, from Khartoum. 
On my chance at long path at local sunset, about 1530z, I could only find New Zealand 
and Australia on 80m. This was the 22nd of December. Frosty had promised to loan me 
a tribander for 10-15-20m, but it never happened. I opened up the next morning on 80 
at 4am local time, and managed 30 USA stations, but there were thunderstorms over 
Kenya, and the QRN was peaking 20 over 9, making reception very difficult. Still, I 
heard W0SD calling me from South Dakota amidst the huge USA pileup. I went to 10 
meters after sunrise, and snagged 500 USA stations, and many Japanese stations.

Again, at sunset, I tried 80m long path, with even less success; only YU2HA from then 
Yugoslavia, and a few Europeans heard me. But on 40m later, I had a pileup of African 
stations going on, highly ironic that I was now object of the pileup, when those calling 
me were of rare countries that as a DX’er I had lusted after for many years……..

“Radio confiscated at gunpoint by military last night, please help!”

Then an early dinner of that by now unidentifiable food, then disaster struck!

They came for me at 10:30 that night as I was falling asleep. There was a sharp rap on 
the door, a voice shouting “Police”, and suddenly I had machine guns pressed into me. 
The guys with the AK47s were the Sudanese military, 3 of them, and 4 men in street 
clothes.  Two of them seemed to be bosses. A small balding African man (turned out to 
be the general in charge of the Sudanese army in the South), so excited that he was 
literally spitting out the words, was screaming in heavily accented English, “What is 
that?” pointing at my radio station, and I caught something about “spy” as he jabbed me 
in the chest while being nearly incomprehensible. It was difficult to move with guns 
pinned against me, anyway not a time for rational conversation…….The soldiers looked 
confused, only the little general was shouting.  Then conversing rapidly with the large 
roly-poly Arabic looking guy (the general’s boss, Mohammed Abdul Aziz, head of 
Security, the representative of Khartoum in the South); The general wanted to put me in 
jail, but Mohammed overruled him. During their heated conversation I caught the words 
“Wad Medani”, and I began speaking loudly “I have a good friend in Wad Medani!!!”

They stopped, and turned, looking at me, and Mohammed Abdul Aziz said “Who do you 
know in Wad Medani?” I told him Dr. Sidi Ben Mohammed (Dr. Sid) was a friend of 
mine. They started talking again, and shortly Mohammed said to me “Unhook the 
radios”. Inexplicably, for the first time, I became angry – and promptly had the AK47s 
jabbing me again. Reluctantly, and slowly, I walked over to the station, and began 
unscrewing the coax…..amid more prodding and pushing, and threats, I gave them the 
radios. They left with only the radios; the vertical was still up, my cameras untouched. 
They left a guard at the door. Twice I opened the door, and there stood a soldier with a 
machine gun. I now thought of everyone on the East coast, waiting for me……….At that 
I didn’t know why this had happened. I had talked with Dr. Sid the evening before I left 
Khartoum, and thought I had been thoroughly briefed on the Southern Sudan, and he 
had asked me to let him know of any problems I had; Now this. I began to shake 
violently, and the night was a sleepless one.
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The guard wasn’t there the next morning when I left, and I went in search of Frosty, now 
angry and frustrated. Frosty seemed to absorb everything with an air of Joviality, “Well, 
I’ll be, they took your radios, huh?”

But Frosty took me to a Greek safari outfit in downtown Juba, about 2 or 3 miles from 
my hotel, with a radio link to their HQ in Khartoum, on 40 meters, and I made 
arrangements to return the following evening. I relayed a message to Dr. Sid :

“Radio confiscated at gunpoint by military last night, please help!” In the interim, there 
was nothing else I could do – all air flights had been cancelled indefinitely, there were 
no roads (and no telephones!) open to Khartoum, as it was the rainy season. I did feel 
that Dr.Sid could exercise his influence, and fix the situation.

Frosty and I rode around on his motorbike, and asked for help from the South Sudanese 
government ministers, but no one seemed to have any idea of how to solve this. I knew 
now that it was the security apparatus that had taken my radios, but at that point, I had 
no names. Everyone at the hotel was afraid to talk to me, but finally a desk clerk gave 
me the name of Mohammed Abdul Aziz, minister of security for the Southern Sudan. 
The Southern Sudan was very tense, as days before, the Libyans had invaded Chad, 
and taken N’Djamena, the capital. Sudanese and Egyptians were supplying the Muslim 
rebels with arms and supplies through the Southern Sudan. There was always 
intermittent gunfire near Juba during my time there. The 2 hams that I knew of in the 
South kept a very low profile; Frosty, and LA1RR/ST0 in Tharit. In Khartoum, having a 
handheld radio signified troop movements, meaning a coup was coming. As Dr. Sid 
joked, “Take your 2 meter handheld, and walk around the airport, see what happens!” I 
had a full radio station, and a very visible antenna. Later on, I found out that with the 
window open, when I was operating, someone napping in the afternoon was hearing 
voices that disturbed his sleep. The following night, the large window in my hut was shot 
out, and I spent the night in the big rusty bathtub. So much for the lull in this very long 
war!

The Juba hotel, seemingly the only hotel for hundreds of miles, was a gathering place, 
although it was quite humble: the buzzards in the denuded trees, and the unidentifiable 
food notwithstanding. The NGO people in their land rovers and government officials in 
their Mercedes all met there. I found out through a frightened desk clerk that 
Mohammed Abdul Aziz came there each afternoon at 6 pm for his usual drink. I 
approached his Mercedes, surrounded by security personnel, saw guns lowered 
towards me, and heard the clicking off of safeties. With my hand outstretched, I said 
“Mohammed, may I have a word with you?” He replied “How did you know my name”? , 
spoken in a benign manner. He was willing to talk, and I found out that he was from 
Wad Medani, and knew Dr. Sid there 15 years before. When he was sure that I knew 
Dr. Sid, things visibly relaxed. We had coffee on the veranda, which I could not get 
before (only tea) – and now, even when Mohammed wasn’t around, I could get coffee. 
He seemed very interested in my interest in the radio – later I discerned more fully that 
as Minister of Security, he was interested in everything around him. Mohammed told me 
that if I could get any official piece of paper, he would happily return the radios to me, 
and Dr. Sid could be helpful in this regard.
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That evening I tramped the several miles through the jungle to the Greek safari outfit to 
send a 2nd message to Dr. Sid. Spooked by jungle sounds, I tripped and fell at the same 
moment as rapid gunfire started nearby. As I fell in a small depression, I thought that I 
was hit. I lie still for a few moments, and then felt the sharp stone pushing into my 
shoulder (not shot!).

Christmas day was spent at Frosty’s house in the American compound of the S.I.L. 
(Summer Institute of Linguistics) group; a religious group devoted to translating the bible 
into different languages. Frosty guides in the S.I.L. aircraft and those of USAID, and has 
a ham radio at the ministry of Education, next to the 5 mhz. aircraft radio used to land 
aircraft, for which he has a commercial license. He also uses the radio station at Juba 
University called the “Long Distance Engineering Project “, co-sponsored by Juba 
University and Simon Frazer University in British Columbia. The station didn’t seem to 
work, but there was a 3 element beam bent at a crazy angle by wind damage, on the 
roof, and a Yaesu FT-101B transceiver and FL2000B amplifier inside, but the power 
seemed to be off almost all the time that we were there. Frosty kept a small transceiver 
at his home, but neither he nor his wife was keen on the radio being used without a 
license, or some official paperwork. Frosty had also been trying to get paperwork from 
Dr. Sid for months, and trying, without success to meet Mohammed Abdul Aziz for some 
time.

After a Christmas meal of butterball turkey which they had been hoarding for quite 
awhile, Frosty and I rode over to the university station, and tried for most of the 
afternoon to raise someone on 15 meters, now that the A.C. power was on. I was 
hoping to raise some of the European boys in hopes of getting in touch with Gunther, 
DF3NZ/ST2, or Dr. Sid, as I felt that I still had a chance to get back on the air. At any 
rate, no contacts could be made; no one could be heard at this station, with its antenna 
bent at a crazy angle from wind damage.

The next day, December 26th, I began to get sick from the bad food, the butterball turkey 
was the only decent food I had had in the South. The food served at the hotel did not 
smell good, and the fish (if that’s what it was!) smelled of petrol. Sometimes I ate very 
little for a day or more, but hunger always got the better of me. The days were hot and 
humid, I spent my time reading anything in English that I could get my hands on, and 
my daily coffees with Mohammed continued. Frosty had gone to the Kenyan border to 
pick up some personal belongings that were stuck in customs. He was gone for a week 
but did some operating at LA1RR/ST0’s place in Tharit. Tharit is halfway to the Kenya – 
Uganda border, about 80 miles of fairly rough roads to the south, unlike the roads to the 
north to Khartoum through the swamp that was closed for the rainy season. During 
those days there was an “ST0AS” who opened up from somewhere, and some said he 
was German, but neither Dr. Sid nor Gunther knew who this might be. He certainly 
wasn’t in Juba or nearby.

Surprisingly, there was an Italian family at the Juba hotel with me, “tourists in a war 
zone”, the only other Europeans there. He was a doctor who gave me medicine for the 
terrible dysentery. A family of four, on holiday in a war zone……

19



Every day, I pressed Mohammed for a response, but he did invite to visit the security 
compound for a small get together on New Year’s Eve. On December 29 th, there was an 
emergency flight bringing supplies to Juba, so I asked Mohammed if there was any 
point to waiting for an answer from Khartoum. He said “Let’s wait a little longer”. By now 
he was acting as an advocate for me, and he proposed to Khartoum that he return the 
radios to me. Though by now I had had enough the chance to operate was still 
tantalizing, and I decided to wait, even though there might not be another flight for 
several weeks. 

The next day, the 30th, Mohammed looked glum, and he informed that Khartoum said no 
more operation from the south, but that he would give the radios back to me when I left. 
The only excitement this week was my wading foray in the Nile in sight of many 
crocodile eyes.

Frosty showed up on Friday afternoon, back from the Kenyan border, all smiles. I told 
him that I must go; no more chance to operate. He asked me again to speak to Dr. Sid 
when I was back in Khartoum regarding his license paperwork, and reiterated how 
much he wanted an introduction to Mohammed Abdul Aziz.

At my New Year’s Eve drink with Mohammed at the security compound, while in his 
office, I spotted my radios sitting next to his desk, and placed it on his desk. Upon 
coming back into the office, he shook his head back and forth, and deposited it back on 
the floor. He asked me again why Frosty wanted to meet him, and what did I think of 
him? The way he talked, I had a vision of the moth and the flame, as Mohammed was 
not a comfortable guy to be around, with his searching demeanor and used car 
salesman friendliness. But I had done as Frosty had requested.

The radios were given back to me Sunday evening, and I waited until late that night to 
go back on the air from the Southern Sudan one last time. 

I paid my estimate of the hotel bill, as they weren’t sure of the exact total, when 
Mohammed showed up “The plane is here – we’re holding it for you, come on” – right 
behind him was Frosty. I had introduced them a few days before, with a vague feeling 
that “Icarus was flying too close to the sun”, but Frosty was eager to meet Mohammed. 
In the Sudan, as elsewhere, it is a matter of who you know. At any rate, back to 
Khartoum

I left with a certain sense of futility, having failed to put the Southern Sudan on the air for 
very long. But at least no one felt I was a spy; “My friend has a bad temper, and we all 
thought you were a spy”, Mohammed said. The general who had pushed me around the 
room in the middle of the night had apologized. Now that it is no longer under the 
tyranny of the north, and fully independent, I would love to return and do 160 and 6 
meters. But I hope very much the food is better. I’ve sent a few ministers there 
subscriptions to Time and Newsweek, as they had asked. I sent Mohammed a few radio 
magazines, but never heard back. 3 months later, I heard that Frosty had been ejected 
from the Sudan, and his radio confiscated.
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The vertical was up within an hour of my return to the Green Village Hotel, and in the 
late afternoon, I was hoping for long path propagation at sunset. I didn’t put the beam 
back up, perhaps in hopes of keeping a lower profile, and wanting to concentrate on the 
low bands in my time remaining, and really, 80m. as much as possible. I had worked all 
50 states from Khartoum, about 1300 contacts, on 10 meters, anyway. I called Dr. Sid 
on the phone, now that I had a phone, to find out why I never received any response to 
my 3 messages from Juba. He was no longer friendly; it was as if I had committed a 
terrible blunder in the south – “Don’t operate, you’re in a dangerous position!”……but I 
thought no more or less than any other ham in the crazy quasi-legal system in the 
Sudan, where no one had ever had an amateur radio license. We made an appointment 
to meet on Monday…….

Sunday I was flat on my back with illness, all day long too weak to operate. 

THE BIG NIGHT

But after 18 hours of sleep, I opened up at 3:30 am on Monday, and in luck, as the band 
(80 meters) was wide open to the states, one of those great days on 80 meters, which 
seems to happen 2 or 3 times each winter season. I had 105 stateside contacts in the 
log, with my 1st contacts with California on the short path from ST2, in the person of Ed, 
W6KUT, in San Diego, giving him his 40th, and last, zone on 80 meters. I had given Ed 
his 38th zone from the Maldives, and also his 39th zone from Djibouti in the same trip. 
Also in the log was Dave, N7RK’s booming signal from Arizona. It really was a great 
day!

There were 3 inspections by flashlight of the vertical outside the night of the big 
opening, and one visit by Sudanese security, a comedy, as I furiously changed boards 
in the transceiver to keep it going, and several times deposited radios in the closet, and 
microphone under pillows, and mimicked sleep in the middle of the opening for 20 
minutes. I would get back on the air as soon as I felt the coast was clear.

I saw Dr. Sid at 3 in the afternoon on Monday, and he was angry. “How can you come 
to the Sudan and take green stamps from the young operators here?” This, despite my 
pledge of magazine subscriptions for the club station in Omdurman. Since I had been 
operating from his house the night before I left for the Southern Sudan, and had asked 
his advice, I was confused as to why he had not offered to write some sort of letter for 
me – it sure would have helped! His response when I asked him that was that I had not 
specifically asked for any such letter. I knew that Dr. Sid was upset about the OH2BH 
trip only 5 months before I arrived, and he was also convinced that hams could visit the 
Sudan and make a significant profit from operating the radio in ST2! I tried to enlighten 
him on this score but he retained his belief of foreigners coming to the Sudan to make 
money from radio. I felt unfortunate to be following a controversial expedition there, but 
what happened to me in the south was simply bad luck in many ways, but I was mostly 
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disappointed that the warm reception and friendship that I had enjoyed had now 
dissipated because of the Southern Sudan. Dr. Sid is also acutely aware of hams 
continuing and delicate position there, and did not want to be in the spotlight.

Dr. Sid now demanded that I leave my amplifier in the Sudan. I vehemently did not want 
to do this, preferring to use my gear for other trips. Therefore he insisted I was not 
interested in promoting amateur radio in the Sudan! But Dr. Sid did give me a 
prescription for my stomach difficulties………

Tuesday no operations at all; I was really ill. Wednesday morning, the band was in bad 
shape, as the East coast could hardly hear me, but at my sunrise, W0MJ in Missouri, 
and other stations in the Midwest were booming in ‘59’, that couldn’t hear me at all 
during the big opening 2 days earlier; but still only 25 USA stations in the log this day.

Wednesday at sunset, I was hearing N6RO and W6RR coming through solidly on the 
long path. Suddenly I heard Dr. Sid’s voice “David, get off the air; you are in danger, 
your operation is illegal”. I knew what was coming. I shut down immediately, put the 
radios in the closet, microphone under my pillow, and took down the vertical. In a few 
minutes, there was no sign of my operation. There was a loud knock on the door; 
security had arrived! “We have been told there is an illegal radio station broadcasting 
here!” “No, I said, I haven’t been feeling well, and I’ve been asleep”.

They searched the place, found nothing, but asked about the radios in the closet “Short 
wave, BBC, Voice of America”, I said. “I miss the news very much”. They seemed 
puzzled, but after further questions, they left. I had buried my headphones deep in my 
shoulder bag; I have found that microphones and headphones are disturbing to security 
personnel……

I resolved to get out as soon as possible; I had worn out my welcome….At 
midnight amidst my dreary sickness, there were 3 flashlights around where the 
vertical had been. I was too sick to care. No one else spoke to me that night. The 
next afternoon I had an unfriendly visit from “passport control”, but most of the 
gear was already on its way to Paris by now. I threatened to go the American 
embassy, and “Passport Control” asked when I was leaving – “Tomorrow” I 
said…………

I would love to visit the Southern Sudan again, now fully independent, and freed of the 
tyranny of the Sudan in Khartoum. I understand there are 3 fully licensed amateurs in 
the south at this time, and I would love to meet them, and see the changes that are 
being made in the Southern Sudan. Even more than this, I would like to spend time in 
the South Pacific, where Kiribati and Tuvalu may disappear under the rising sea by 
2050, because of climate change. That would be a beautiful place to live……..far from 
the madding crowd………..

I had hoped for a long time to do a photo book on Yemen, but the instability postponed 
that project for a long time. It was wonderful to see a legal mega-dxpedition to the 
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beautiful island of Socotra, belonging to Yemen in May 2006 after such a long time with 
so many people trying to get a license to operate. I wonder how they did on 160 and 80 
and 6 meters?

I am rooting for Kurdistan and Somaliland to both become free and independent entities 
and they do encourage Amateur Radio activities. Somaliland would be a nice drive from 
Djibouti or Ethiopia……and Somaliland has a beautiful director of Archaeology.

MINUTIAE

My focus was on 80, 40, and 10 meters, especially 80 and 10. I should have included 
160 and 6 meters! The itinerary was chosen to put zones 22, 34, and 37 on the 
low bands, and aid people complete their 5 band worked all zones, and at that 
time no one had completed all zones on 5 bands. On the west coast especially, 
zone 37 was considered a ‘black hole’ from which no radio signal emanated on 
80m. 10 meters was close to the solar maximum, and the long path on 10 meters  
was definitely in. AA6AA, Steve was awarded 5BWAZ #1 when I telexed Steve 
from Sana’a, Yemen confirmation of our contact from J20CN in Djibouti (zone 
37).

I submitted my story to 73 magazine, and they wanted less minutiae (i.e. DX’ing), and 
more action (i.e. shooting incidents) --- but I had gone around the world for just such 
minutiae. I had calculated sunset times in Africa and the Indian Ocean against sunrise 
times on the west coast of the USA, especially hoping for long path propagation on 80 
meters, which necessitates a darkness path between Africa/Indian Ocean and the west 
coast USA. Knowing that in December from Djibouti I would have a 30 minute window 
to Southern California was very exciting. From Khartoum and Juba there was a negative 
delta (no window – no darkness path), although I made a few tough contacts. From the 
Sudan, I could only reach Oregon and Washington on the long path – and it took a 
‘miracle’ night (“the big night”) to make the west coast on the short path. One of my 
main goals on this trip was to utilize gray line propagation, using the terminator line 
between night and day to make very long distance contacts on somewhat difficult bands 
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– 80 and 10 meters, at the top of the sunspot cycle. And, of course, to work as many 
stations as possible!

Appendix 1

The last most difficult world zones on 80 meters from the USA:

1. Zone 22 – Sri Lanka, India, Nepal, Bhutan

2. Zone 37 – Djibouti, Ethiopia, Eritrea, Somalia

3. Zone 34 -  Sudan, Southern Sudan, Egypt, Libya
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Appendix 2

Equipment list

1. Transceiver – Yaesu FT-901

2.  Amplifier – Dentron MLA-2500

3.  Antenna Tuner – Dentron MT-3000A

4.  Matching Transformer – Peter Dahl Hypersil 180 – 260 volts

5.  Vertical antenna – homemade 55’ 80 meters, packed in 3 fishing rod cases.

6.  Triband Antenna – Hygain TH2, 2 elements on 10 – 15 – 20 meters. Packed in 3 fishing rod 
cases.

7. miscellaneous – log books, Bencher paddle, DX microphone, cables, 

8. 100’ rg-213, 52 ohm coax.
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APPENDIX 3

NOTES ON GRAY LINE PROPAGATION:

The "grey line" is a band around the Earth that separates daylight from darkness.  Propagation 
along the grey line is very efficient.  One major reason for this is that the D layer, which absorbs 
HF signals, disappears rapidly on the sunset side of the grey line, and it has not yet built upon the 
sunrise side. Ham radio operators and shortwave listeners can optimize long distance 
communications to various areas of the world by monitoring this band as it moves around the 
globe.

During the day, solar radiation collides with the molecules in our ionosphere, ripping off 
electrons.  These electrons are called "free electrons" because they are not attached to an atom or 
molecule.  All of these free electrons cause the density of the ionosphere to increase.  The more 
dense the ionosphere, the higher the frequency that is reflected back to earth.  Our electron 
density is what determines the maximum usable frequency (MUF), and the action of solar 
radiation separating electrons from the molecules is called ionization.

During the day, solar radiation causes ionization to stratify, that is, to form distinct layers.  The 
layer closest to the earth is called the D-Layer.  It does not reflect signals generally, but does 
absorb some of the energy, and hence the D-Layer is often called the "absorption layer."  Higher 
up in our ionosphere, we find the E- and F-Layers.  These layers do reflect the signals back to 
earth if they are below the MUF, and is exactly what causes "skip propagation."   So during the 
day, the sun is ionizing the D, E and F layers (there are actually two F layers, called F1 and F2).  
Your 10m signal must travel through the D-Layer, getting attenuated, then bounces back from 
the E or F layer to some exotic DX spot, passing through the D-Layer for more absorption again.  
But since solar radiation has to travel the farthest to get the D-Layer, absorption is usually fairly 
minimal.  So far, during the middle of the day, we have moderate absorption, and good skip 
propagation.

AT SUNDOWN ... solar radiation no longer strikes our ionosphere right above our heads, and 
ionization stops.  This means there is no solar radiation to form free electrons.  In fact, without 
this solar radiation, these free electrons tend to get attracted back to recombine with their host 
molecules.  This is called "recombination" (gee, how original!).  Recombination, when it starts to 
get dark, causes the electron density to go down, forcing the MUF to go down as well, which is 
why by total darkness, 10m (and a bit later 15m) are completely dead.  The MUF is far below 28 
MHz.

The D-Layer is the first layer where ionization stops, since the sunlight  no longer reaches near 
the surface of the earth, but is still illuminating (and ionizing) the ionosphere far above our 
heads.  (For the same reason, we can see satellites pass overhead in the early evening ... it's dark 
on the ground, but the satellites are still being illuminated.)  As the D-Layer goes into 
recombination, the electron density goes down, and the absorption does down.  This is why 
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signals appear stronger at night, because there is less absorption by the D-Layer at night.

BUT DURING TWILIGHT ... OR IN THE "GRAY LINE" ... the D-Layer suddenly causes little 
absorption to signals passing through it, while the E and F layers are still being ionized by 
sunlight.  This makes for about 45-60 minutes of interesting operating, especially for QRPers 
(low power operators).  There is almost no signal attenuation, but the MUF is still very high, so 
long-distance skip is still possible.  However, when the sun quits illuminating the E and F layers, 
the MUF can drop dramatically ... sometimes with only a few minutes of warning, sometimes 
between heartbeats.  So when you establish a contact, get the QSL info fast!

One other advantage of gray-line DX is that your signals tend to reflect off the edge of the 
ionized portion of the upper layers.  This means propagation will often be in a southerly 
direction, bouncing along the shadow, or terminator, between sunlight and darkness.  This is 
good for working into South America and the South Pacific.  Your signals can also bounce 
northward along the terminator, bending around the pole, and down the morning terminator 
across Eastern Europe, the Middle East, and into Africa (depending on the time of year).  So 
gray-line DX also affords an opportunity to work portions of the world not usually accessible 
during the day, where propagation tends to be more east-west circuits.

The same principles apply at sunrise.  The upper ionosphere begins to become ionized, while the 
D-Layer is still dark and offers low absorption, although, the MUF in the morning generally does 
not support propagation on 10m, so most people enjoy gray-line work on 20m or 15m (if open).  
Morning gray line can even be eventful on 80m and 40m, due to the low absorption before the 
sun starts heating the D-Layer.

And remember, 10m and 15m (and often down to 30m) are not generally bothered by a 
geomagnetic storm.  So even during major geomagnetic storms, the higher bands may be open 
and fairly quiet.  And even if a bit noisy, the short period of gray-line operating can still produce 
a couple of good QSO's.

NB:

Between the areas I was operating in, and the west coast USA, the only sustained opportunity for 
contacts on the low bands lay between December 1st and January 15th  in any given calendar year, 
on the long path. I’m not sure that a high sunspot year made any real difference here. Regarding 
10 meters, it made all the difference in the world, but that is better in October and February, on 
10 meters, more towards the equinoxes.
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	Around The World the Hard Way
	After being up all night trying to remember what I forgot, and in a state of nervous exhaustion, I left Los Angeles on Sunday, October 19th, 1980 on an epic 16 flight odyssey around the world, definitely the hard way, with an FT-901 transceiver in one hand, an MLA-2500 amplifier in the other, plus 2 additional carry on bags, a camera bag, and a shoulder bag, close to 120 lbs. I had shipped as air freight 440 lbs. of gear the previous week directly to Sri Lanka, the first operating stop on my journey, hoping to be set up in time for the CQ World Wide contest on October 25th. The first problem had occurred just before boarding time, when Pan Am announced a flight delay of several hours --- and there went my direct connection from Hong Kong to Sri Lanka, scheduled but once a week. I knew too, that the next 2 flights were fully booked. I was due to arrive in Sri Lanka on Tuesday morning, and the contest was to start at 5:30 am local time on Saturday. During the lengthy refueling, we were offered the option of shifting to Japan Air Lines to Tokyo, which I did, struggling with my load, onto the flight. After overnighting in Hong Kong, and a broken FT-901 control knob in Singapore, 4 flights in 2 days, I arrived in Colombo, Sri Lanka to be greeted by Ernest, 4S7EA, and Paddy, 4S7PB. It was a happy occasion for me, especially remembering a momentous contact with Paddy 6 years earlier, on Christmas day, 1974 from the heart of New York City to Sri Lanka on 80 meters, where I had hung an upside down Delta Loop between two 17 story buildings, with the coax running straight down to my shack on the tenth floor of a building in between.
	I had better propagation to the east coast USA than to Europe in the sunrise peak. In the first morning of operation I worked 58 USA stations as far west as W0. Earlier in the morning opening, European signals were steady, but never attained the peak levels of the USA opening, but were steadily readable and moderately strong for hours after midnight local. After working the big guns on the East coast, there was a big drop off in hearing ability and transmit strength. About 20% of the reports were 57-9, and then there was a big drop off to 44 and 33 reports. It seemed obvious that on 80 more than on any other band, except perhaps 160m, there was a significant difference in the antennas used, and therefore, receiving ability. For me, being on a small island in the middle of the ocean, the noise level was very low, and signals very readable.
	My focus was on 80, 40, and 10 meters, especially 80 and 10. I should have included 160 and 6 meters! The itinerary was chosen to put zones 22, 34, and 37 on the low bands, and aid people complete their 5 band worked all zones, and at that time no one had completed all zones on 5 bands. On the west coast especially, zone 37 was considered a ‘black hole’ from which no radio signal emanated on 80m. 10 meters was close to the solar maximum, and the long path on 10 meters was definitely in. AA6AA, Steve was awarded 5BWAZ #1 when I telexed Steve from Sana’a, Yemen confirmation of our contact from J20CN in Djibouti (zone 37).


